ii To: Dean Michael R. Heithaus College of Arts, Sciences and Education This thesis, written by Leslie C. Taylor, and entitled The Greatest is Love, having been approved in respect to style and intellectual content, is referred to you for judgment.
We have read this thesis and recommend that it be approved. As in the stories of D.H. Lawrence, these characters are often driven towards what may be bad for them, finding that love overrides their rational thoughts. In "The
__________________________________
Mechanic" a woman whose legal career has left her isolated becomes irresistibly attracted to her friend's ex-husband. Three stories center on one character, Charles, whose early failures both in college and at work lead him to become a detective, only to be tempted to betray his new calling by a woman who leads him astray.
As in Italo Calvino's Difficult Loves, the stories in THE GREATEST IS LOVE combine the pain and comedy of passion. Even when it is challenging, love offers characters irresistible glimmers of hope.
iv Before you leave to see the Johnsons, your brother asks if you are okay to drive.
You say no, but he insists and explains he needs the practice for his permit. You reluctantly agree.
As your brother drives, you try not to reflect that you almost were a Mrs. Johnson.
You are going to their son's room to retrieve items belonging to yourself. Before you flew down, you spoke to Mr. Johnson, to whom you were closer with before the accident.
He admitted to you that neither of them have been able to go through the room without breaking down. You are only in town for two full days and the second day is the funeral, so this is the only chance to get any mementos or belongings before you fly back to Nebraska and your new life separated from this place.
You tell your brother to wait in the car. You're not planning on being long. He agrees, pulling out his phone to text. By the time you shut the door, his thumbs are tapping the screen rapidly. You realize he might be texting his own girlfriend or boyfriend. A deep pang hits your gut.
Their house is the same except one detail: there used to be a barn star over the garage. It's been taken down. You remember Jared getting on the ladder and helping his father put the star up. You have a feeling that a few nights ago, with a couple of whiskies in him, Jared's father took the star down.
His mother opens the door. She is a thin woman with beach blond hair that contrasts with your own heavier, earthier self. She acknowledges you visually but says nothing. You follow her inside.
In the front room, you see a wine glass and a half-drunk bottle of white on the coffee Johnson looks at you with the same distaste as she did when you would hug or kiss Jared.
Mr. Johnson offers you tissues, and you start to wipe the wetness from your face. He escorts you to Jared's room.
It is just like the last time you were here, except cleaner. Jared was the careless type, often dropping clothes and books and papers in piles strewn about. This room looks more like a museum. The mess is oriented and controlled. You know his father has cleaned and arranged it to be this way. You expected an archaeological dig through an old tomb you once inhabited, but you get an exhibition of the life of Jared.
